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A MASTER OF DIPLOMACY. 

“ Amidst the fearful excitement over the Boer business and the German Emperor’s telegram, it is not to be wondered at, perhaps, that people are 
only now beginning to ask themselves what part Poor Papa played during the crisis. There can be no harm in me disclosing the fact that it was Pa who 
really worked the show. Joe Chamberlain wasn’t at the Colonial Office all day long, I know that. He and Papa met at all hours of the day and night. The 
present attitude of our country is mainly due to Papa. Alexandry says his wire to the Emperor was about as ‘frisky as they make em. — ToOrSIE. 


ANOTHER DOMESTIC OUTRAGE. THE PROSPECT-ROW MURDER. 


— 


Ox Monday, March 2nd, 1829, an old gentleman, nearly 
bis Sap years of age, named Langley, a retired brickmaker, 
who had made a large fortune, and his housekeeper, aged 
gixty, were found brutally murdered ina house in Prospect- 
Row, Portsmouth. 

A charwoman, who came daily to help the housekeeper, 
Mrs. Christian Joliffe, was the first to give alarm, finding 
after she had knocked at the door several times, she could 
not gain admission. She called to the neighbours, who 
broke open the back door. Upon the floor of the lower 
room lay the body of the aged housekeeper, frightfully 
mangled, and with the head nearly severed from the trunk. 
A slater's hammer, smeared with blood and brains, which 
was known to have belonged to the old man, was lying at 
her feet, and near her a broken broom-handle, which had 
evidently been used in a desperate struggle. The skull of 
the deceased was smashed in in several places, and around 
ne were pools of blood extending over a space of several 
ect. 

In the upper apartment was found a scene no less fright- 
ful. The old man had been murdered with equal barbarity. 
His body lay on the floor, and his skull had been frightfully 
fractured by, seemingly, the same deadly weapon with 


A LARGE ORDER. 


Charwoman (confidentially), A lady friend of mine wot washes for which the housekeeper had been murdered, and his blood 
“Please, Mr. Editor, would you mind looking over my No. 13 tells me the woman of the ‘ouse xpects her servants to eat and brains scattered on the floor. 
t manuscript while I wait?” sparrergrass without toast, Jes’ fancy that, now! The boxes and drawers were found broken open, and a 
. . 
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7 


I oy 


34 


bag containing £600, known to have been in the old man's 
posscesion, was missing ; but many valuable articles lay scattered 
ubout. Evidently, in the midst of his bloody work, the murdcrer 
had been disturbed. 

Suspicion fell upon a barber's ap) tice, about twenty years of 
age, who frequently came to shave the old man, and who learnt a 
great deal about his private affairs. This young fellow, John 
Stacey, had performed his usual avocations during the week until 
Friday, when he said he had hurt his hand, and asked for a holiday. 
His wages only amounted to half-a-crown a week, but it was 
noticed that he was spending money very freely and associating 
with disreputable characters. 

A knife, smeared with blood, and to which some hair was 
clinging, was found near the scene of the murder, which corres- 
ponded in every respect with one young Stacey had been known to 
possesx, and which was now missing. A glove, too, was found in 
poor oll Mr. Langley’s room, which a gentleman swore was one of 
n pair given by him to Stacey. 

he most important piece of evidence, however, was given by 
Stacey's fellow-apprentice, who said he had lent him the money to 
buy a tract called “The Book of Martyrs,” which Mr. Langley had 
asked him to get, and this was found cloxe by the knife. 

On the night of the murder, Stacey's fellow-apprentice spent 
tome length of time at Stacey's father’s house, and saw the young 
man come in with blood-stained clot! some of which were 
washed by his mother-in-law. Tried and sentenced to death, 
young Stacey confessed his crime, and was hanged at Winchester, 
his father, as an accessory after the fact, being transported for life. 
He, too, made a confession, and told where the money was buried, 
with the exception of thirty pounds the murderer had spent in the 
purchase of a watch and seals and some cheap finery. 

Whilst he was perpetrating the horrible crimes, the charwoman 
knocked at the «treet door, having come, ns was her wont, to make 
the old man's bed. He became horribly alarmed, clutched the bag 
of money, and escaped by the back door. 


(Newt rrel— rell, keep your eye open.) 
— — 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returnea, 
should inolose a stam ped envelope large enoughto contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Unintentional, Miss ALKROYD, Printers are alone to blame, 
Half-a-guinea, 8. F. DORMER ; It i# just about the same. 
that we cannot, VOLKA: Send us postage for return, 
00e in error, MEMBER, Zhat'sentircly their concern, Splendidly; 
we thank you, TABBY. uch obliged for relic, Tim. Sorry that 
we cannot, WILKIE; Better go direct to him, Not at all, A 
Minine Reaves, Very glad to hace your note, Awkward, rather, 
Pain or Durrers ; Better put it to the cote. 

—~— 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be para to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Ratlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United RS 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S Hal y- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY Stopen’s HALF-HoLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
— — 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Jones. I alwaya sleep on my Ictt side. 
Smith. That's strange; I can't lie on that side, I always go to 
sleep on the right side. 
ron. It's only a habit. I can sleep on either side. 
Jumes, Ah! but you're a lawyer. 
Brown, What difference does that make? 
5 3 Why, you would naturally be accustomed to lie on either 


Friend. You went to old Molarcrunch once, didn't you; 
what sort of a dentist is he? 

Victim, Well, perhaps Id better not say, but he certainly spares 
no pains, „0 


Dip you observe the nave of our church?” asked a lady of 
her visitor, as they walked home after the sermon. “Well, no,” 
the responded, I can’t say l did. Whereabouts did he sit?” 

ses 
THE dowager doſſed the diamond bright 
That shone as the evening star, 
And out of the window, with main and might, 
She projected it fast und far. 
“Go hence! go hence!“ she exclaimed, with spite, 
Lest the joy of my life you mar! 
Go hence! go hence! I have learned to-night 


What a THOROUGH-PASTE cheat you are!” 
ss 


s 
Gayboy (turning back to look again), Upon my word, that's the 
prettiest thing in bonnets I've ever seen. 
Mrs. hang pa ean 755 is, 5 3 0 
ith rare presence of mind). Your face, my love. 
W “at [And-the threatened storm was averted, 
ss 


s 
“Js Mn. SLOPER up?” asked the Dook Snook of the Mildew 
Court slavey, early the other morales: “Yes, Your Grice,” 
responded the little drudge, “me and Master Alick carried im 
up about two hours ago.” * 


Net em (as they ascend the steps). Have you ever noticed 
8 bright - Sixtypercent's door plate is—quite 

1 
Od ace. Well, yea see, I dare say the old thief likes to 


feel that he's got an un ed name somewhere. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Mies Sloper. 
No. 614.—The “ Bo-Peep” Costume. 


Ni i\ 
Young Mr. IU, (patromzingly), Don't you often wish you 


were a man, my little fellow? 
Johnnie, Rather! Don't you? 


in 1 1 0 | 


Fair One. Oh! Mr. Newsopht, would ind tti 
skirt dance on the E 1 5 5 arg 

Rev. Mr. Newsopht. N-no, I think not. Had you asked for a 
dance without skirts, though, I should have withheld my consent. 


“ And what do you think of the performing fleas, Bob, eh?” “Oh! 
not much, uncle. They appear to be merely a scratch team.” 


ar 
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Mrs, Finniky (holding her nose). Oh, my dear! this hare is bal 
5 the game). How can that be 
. Tini ne, 1 oF . „ my 
3 it's all sive! ? * 


Snipper. Sandy was boosed last night. 
Snapper, Nonsense! You're 29 5 
Sui her. It's a fact ; and ing home he offered to lend me 
two-and-sixpence. 
Snapper. He must have been tight. 
ss 


* 

“Miss Mil rox,“ said the oofless suitor, tell me, can you 
entertain the idea of becoming my wife?” “ [in afraid not, Mr, 
Pebbles,” she responded, coldly, “ but the idea entertains ine vastly.” 

ss 


s 
Butcher Roy (snecringly to aitto). Garn ‘ome! Call your: a 
business 2 Why we runs over more people in a month than you 
do in the whole bloomin’ year, | 


s 
Ar cards I will not play with Belle, 
"Tis not, believe me, that I doubt her, 
She'd never cheat, of course, but—well, 
She's got such winning ways about her. 
ss 


Examiner, Idle? 

Boy, 1-d-l-e? Lazy. 

Evaminer., Quite right. What is the derivation of the word? 

Boy. It is derived from—er—er—from—er—er—from—from 
the hen idol what sits still all day, ain't no good, and 
don't do nothing. 5 


8 Party. Allow me to inform you, young man, that civility 
costs nothing. 

Up-to-date Young Man. Ah, sir! you've evidently never con- 
versed by telephone to Paris, or you wouldn't say so. 


s 
“ My works,” said the proudly, as he handed another Ms. 
to his much-enduring riend, “my works will live for ever.“ 
“That's a matter of opinion,” was the reply; “but it's pretty 
certain you couldn't exist for a week on thei.” 
. 


s 
Possible Employer. Yes, I want u smart man to assist in the 
shop; have you had much experience ? 
Applicant. I should think I had; I've got the sack from ten 
places in the last six months. 4 „ 


„Sur,“ inquired a young barrister of his office boy, whose 
linen had for some weeks exhibited an increasing degree of 
dinginess, “how long do you usually wearashirt?” Just below 
me knees, sir,” was the response. ‘cept when 1 ‘ave to put on one 
of farver’s,” >," 

Stranger (on review by, be Aldershot), Excuse me, but can you 
tell me where I can find the Duke of Connaught? 

Private Mallony. Yes, sor; if ye take the second tarn to the 
roight, it’s the third pub. ye come to on the left hand soide. 


Spriggins. What are you two boys quarrelling about? 
Sammy. Jemmy hit me. 

Spriggina. Well, hit him back, then. 

Sammy. I hit him back first. 4 


Old Bull yed spitefully). Mrs. Wilson doesn't give her husband 
away and show him up before his friends. She said only last night 
that sne believed every word he said. 

Mrs, Bullyed. Then she is either a liar or a lunatic, Mr. Bullyxed. 

ss 


s 

Alp wily Wiggs, “I'm coinless now; 
And for a fortuight, anyhow, 
1 needs must break the amorous vow 

I pledged my soul's enslaver. 
Erelong, to this fond heart once more 
I'll take the damsel I adore ; 
But now I wish in Uncle's store 

To pawn the gifts ! gave her!” 


Jim. Dick’s come in for a very fat thing at last. 

Ilurrg. I hadn't heard. 

Jiu. Oh yes, got a clerkship at a tallow boiler’s, 
ss 


s 
Blogson. Tell me, should you call young Stretcher a liar? 
Dobson, Well, I don't know that I should go quite so far as that, 
but he’s wonderfully economical with the truth. 
aes 


s 

“AND how are you getting on at school, Freddy,” asked the 
ood, kind uncle, as he fingered the half Jimmy he periodically 
watowed upon his little ne ew, “where have you got to in 
urithmetic?” “Just finished short distraction, uncle,” responded 
the hopeful, “and teacher says I can start on long dammnation next 
week, ee 5 
s 


sora vce 3 then, ee! 15 vou oro mete tne noise? : 
‘ohnny (eyes u y · raise ipper). It was Tommy who 
hollered’ Gad a N Per) 1 

Tommy. It wasn't my fnult — boo- hoo-· hoo 

Irate Father. Whose fault was it! Now, honour bright ? 

Johnny. Well, I s'pose it was mine, cos 1 whacked him; but he 
made the noise. 

— — 


HEAVY TRAGEDY. 


Ir is not so very many years ago that the fare provided at the 
old Marylebone Theatre, at Christmastide, consisted of nothing 
less than a pontersiane, with harlequinade, a shadow pantomime, 
und a full-blooded melodrama played in dumb show. And all for 
ſourpence. 

As an infant, almost, we remember two very gruesome incidents 
that fixed themselves upon our childish imagination. On one 
occasion there was a set, or section scene, representing a parlour, a 
bedroom above, and a garden outside. In the parlour, two old 
maids partook of a cosy cup of tea. In the bedroom sent aman 
in a night-cap. In the garden prowled a burglar. The said 
marauder peered through the parlour-window, observed the old 
maids busily engaged, retired, and re-entered with a ladder. This 
Jadder he adjusted to the bedroom window-sill, and up it he 
mounted. He entered the room, rifled the safe, and--ha, ha!— 
seized the jewel casket. The jewels rattled ; the man sat up in 
bed: the burglar pounced upon hiin with a es knife and stabbed 
him often enough to please the gallery. Then the burglar returned 
to the jewels. The blood, in gallons, tumbled over the bed, aml 
formed ina pool on the floor. Slowly it percolated through the 
floor, The ceiling of the room in which the old maids took ten 
grew red with gore. 

One old maid required some more bread and butter. She held 
out her re to receive it. The blood from the ceiling dropped 
with a thud, thick and crimson, upon the plate. Shrieks! alarms! 
excursions! and then childish memory fades—it was about time, 


The other scene was, again, a bed-chamber, with a man in a 
night-cap lying asleep. The door stealthily opened, and a man, 
with a cutlass in his mouth, entered on all fours. Nor was this his 
only vagary. He proceeded to lie down on the floor, and to roll 
over and over along the stage to the bedside. He rolled under the 
bed, took the cutlass from his mouth, and stabbed the sleeper to 
death through the bed ! 

It reads like farce, but it was awful tragedy to a child, who went 
home and had nightmares and daymares for weeks afierward-. 
We a look under our even now. Sometimes we fill 


-—- 4~4t Set & 
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TOOTSIE AND GEORGE. 


— — 
HOWEVER desirous one may be to say pretty — all round, it 
imy unless one lays oneself out for accusations of bribery 
and corruption—to deny that 
this year there are some very 
bad pantomimes about, and 
that the wretched persons re- 
sponsible for their production 
are wholly unacquainted with 
the business in which they have 
em . 
The drivelling and jokeless 
dialogue, the tawdry dresses, 
and the bleared scenery are 
thought to be quite good 
enough. As for the music, 
singing, and dancing, some 
of that is fairly good, and 
probably suftices to satisfy the 
not too exacting patrons of 

these dismal entertainments. 
Perhaps, under these circum- 
sta t would be absurd to 
waste either time or money on 
improvements. It has got to 
be the fashion, too, to ignore 
criticism — particularly if ad- 
verse. I won't therefore, say 
anything about one or two 
rank outsiders, but introduce 
to your notice a real good 
pantomime, invented and 
staged by an old and most 

oi, ser hand. 

to ver else you miss, don't 
int miss the Surrey pantomime. 
The subject chosen by George 
Conquest and 5 pry is: 
Aladdin, a Lad with a Wonderful Lamp; or, t 5 
Princess and the Precious Great Scamp. 
And no end is made out of the story. 
The company gathered together is excellent. It would be diffi- 
cult to select anyone more suited for the rollicking, got. and 
diu than Miss Maude Nelson. The 2 Lerigo 

makes a 


gets lots of fun out of 
as Eatee-Drinkee, and 


Aladd 
Miss Munz NELSON, 


quinade at the 
end of the even · 


like above every 
thing and what 
you, dears, must 
not neglect to 
see, is the 
Phantom Fight. 
Yearsago George 
Conquest in- 


appalling feats, 
which never 
before had been 
equalled or ap- 
proached and 
hever since been 
excelled. At the 
time all kinds 
of bloodcurdling . 


tales were told 
of his terrific Princess: Widow Twankry: 
doings, Among Miss AMY Drsox. Or. ConquEsT, JUN. 


other things he 
came down head foremost from the flies into a tunnel, the sides of 
which were lined with bristles to break his fall. He took every 
{fecaution, but he met, I believe, with several severe accidents. 
Vnaterer you miss don’t miss the Phantom Fight at the Surrey. 

On the night I was at the theatre it was very crowded. The 
performances here are locally a great draw, and people also come 
from all parts of London to see the pantomime, which they know 
by experience is sure to be a one. 


— — 


TRIED BOTH. 
Prown, Hallo, Hardup! what's the matter, you look worried? 
Hardip. Enough to make me. I’ve been hunting the oof bird 
all the afternoon, but, upon my word, I believe it is more difficult 
to borrow £5 than to get bail for £50. 
Brown, Well, you ought to know. Good-bye. 
* — ä—ü— 


DON’T APOLOGISE. 


Very Professional-looking Specimen. I bee pardon, sir, I—— 


lear man it's granted. 


Unele Hugesnigger. Don't mention it, my 
[ Sails serenely on. 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S uus 


PRICE 91° PER BOX (30 PILLS). 


SRR CRRA ATRIA 


Nn 


BEST LIVER PILL OF THE PERIOD. 


Royal West London Theatre of Varictics, 
Church Street, Edgware Read, W., 

November 25th, 1895, 
DEAR SIRS,—TI desire to endorse the opinion 


F by my culleague, Vr. A. Z. Oliver, on 8 
have found them at all times to be the best 
. BAILEY. 


Liver Pill of the period, 
Terre rA dee eee e 


Yours faithfully, 


*. 
F YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Dio. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet It., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


specially to those who wish to know of a LAD: 

fe, certain, and sy ly for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is il impossible, 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 


writes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I been 
cally taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.“ 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 48. Gd. (by post, 4s. Od.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8S. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, S. W. LADIES 
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AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalied. The most efiectual en carth. Nothing can rt them. 
od., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


LONDON, W. 


Dr. DAVIS, 800 PORTOBELLO ROAD, 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


“A PLACE FOR EVERYTHING.” 


“A PLace for Everything and Everything in its Place.“ 

It was only an illuminated and glazed motto on show with 
several others in the Religious Tract Society’s window, but it 
attracted the 3 philosopher's attention, and he stopped and 
read it over and over four or five times. 

“ Poor old Uncle Peters!” he ejaculated, sorrowfully, and a salt 
tear trickled down his furrowed cheek, and fell through the iron 


railings into the Society's front area. 

“Some sad memory revived, sir?” enquired a polite young 
1 who chanced to be standing at the plodding 

osopher's elbow. 

4 “Yes, yes, by that good old motto there, sir,“ assented the 
philosopher ; my 9 5 old Uncle Peters believed in it, sir; lived 
wl it; in fact, like Mrs. Langtry and the soap, he used no 
other.” 

Dear me!” said the yo: sympathetically. 

“ But unfortunately, 5 mp ad mele was terribly forgetful, and 
although he made a desperate struggle to keep a place for N 
thing, and always have the proper thing in its proper place, 


constantly made the most ho errors ; one series of which I 
remember 1 vividly at this moment.“ 


“In 

“Yes, sir. He used to go to Romford market every Thursday to 
sell his farm uce, and consequently when he went to on 
Thursday nights, he al ways put his purse—an old-fashioned knitted 
purse it was—under his pillow. I may tell you that his farm was 
an out-of-the-way, ramshackled old p! ; and, for protection. he 
always kept his gun standing in a corner by the kitchen door. 
Over and over again I told him that wasn't the proper place for it, 
but he was as obstinate as old ——” 

“ Ahem!” coughed the curate. 

“Qld Blobbins, the corn chandler,” continued the philosopher, 
unhesitatingly. Well, one night, when all was quiet and asleep, 
a thief of a gipsy got in through the kitchen window, got hold of 
the gun, took it 7 to where Uncle Peters lay asleep in bed, 
e up, an cleared him out of every shilling he'd got in the 

essed world! 


“Ah! it was dear me! However, the gipsy went off with the 
whole bag o’ tricks, and Uncle Peters was that angry that he swore 
he'd shoot his silly self for leaving the gun about, so he sat on the 
edge of the bed, put the two barrels of the gun into his mouth, and, 
after trying for ncarly sweaty Tele to pull off the triggers with 
his big toe, suddenly remembered that the gun hadn't been loaded 
= area it at a rabbit, and killed his best dog, over a month 

fore 

„But, surely,” interposed the curate, “he-was an eccentric sort 
of 3 to keep a watch-dog, which would have given him 
the alarm when first the gipsy got over the fence?” 

“ There you've scored a point!" cried the philosopher. “He did 
keep a watch-dog, and it was out in an old apple-barrel full of straw 
when the fellow got over the hedge, and the reason it didn't seize 
him was that it was of this very identical gipsy that my uncle 
bought the dog—gave him five shillings and a suit of clothes for 
the t —and when the blooming thief went away, why the dog 
followed him.” 

“Dear me! Then how migbt all this trouble have been avoided?” 

“By sticking closer to the words of the motto: Brey in 
its place. The place for the gun should have been under Uncle 
Peters’ pillow ; the purse should have been tied up in the tail of 
Uncle Deters’ nightshirt, and the dog should have been at the 
bottom of the cow-pond i 

“You're right, you're right!” assented the curate, as he turned 
and departed. 


as 
— 1 
a. 
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CHAPTER u. 

THE Master of Ravensrue had wrestled hard with the family 
estate and other embarrassments for a considerable tine after his 
father’s death, and might 
have dore it til! the time 
when he was due to join his 
ancestors in the storehouse 
of the past family greatness 
under the church, but for 
the fact that he had fallen 
in love. And, worse than 
all, he knew he was beloved 
in return, 

Had he merely fallen in 
love, neglect of business 
might have been the only 
result, but the other party 
in the transaction having 
been equally foolish with 
himself 1 an increase 
in liabilities without any 
increase in assets to meet 
them. The 3 Edwina, 
the peerless daughter of the 
~~ but not too wealthy, 

aron Longchamp, was 
quite willing to share the 
humble lot of the Master 
of Ravensrue, but the Baron 
Longchamp was not willing 
that such an arrangement 
should take place. The 
Baron, too, had suffered 
from the prevailing tran- 
sitive times, he was equally 
the victim of circumstances, 
and as his onl 
that she shou 
ensure that 


the 


on the cool piece of 
iron which formed 
the collar of her 
lover's overcoat. 

“Nay, fear not,” 
said Ravensrue, ten- 
derly,as he drew her 
closer to him. 
“Matters will 
change; I will yet 
overcome your 
father's eee 

“Heaven grant 
vou may, but it 
looks not like it,“ 
me Edwina, with a 
sigh, 

“Is he as obstin- 
ately opposed to our 
happiness as ever?” 
said Ravensrue. 

“Worse than 
ever,” said the lady ; 
“but yester e’en, 
when he strung up 
a wretched man who 
had called for the 
police rates—which. 
” Nay, fear not,” said Ravensrue, tenderly. of course, he would 


erben damit wes the fault ot 
on thundered at my o man's was ault o 
[ian bacco I would not wed the LordGodolphin. His wealth, 
iy father said, would relieve him of his embarrassments.” 

“The Lord Godolphin?” said Ravensrue, in tunes of horror. 
“ Why, he has been married three times v.“ a 

“ And fain would wed a fourth time, but that I have refused. 

„III have his life.” 

“You'll get no chance. You know he would not fight, and, 
besides, he is too old,” said the Lady Edwina. P 

* — you refused him. But What of that? He will come back 
again,” said Ravensrue, sorrowfully, “ Edwina, you love me; will 
you fly with me?” 

“Fly? Whither could we fly?” 

“To fairer climes,” said Ravensrue. 

“But we have no money,” said the lady. 

“Trust me, darling, we will get the money; I have means that 
you know not of.” 

“ When could we fly?“ 

“A fortnight hence. 
I will make arrange- 
ments,” said Ravensrue. 
“Say you will be mine.” 

1 will be yours—I am 
yours,” said the lady, and 
their lips met in a long 


88. 

“You will be ever true 
to me,” said Edwina, 
ns she fondly leaned 
against her lover's manly 
form. 85 

“Can you doubt me? 
he murmured. “Keep 
watch, my love, on the 
old hollow tree which 
we agreed to make our 
rural post office, and 
will let you know all 
arrangements as soon as 
I am ready.” 

“1 will, and shall be 

ready as you wish. I 
would risk anything 
rather than marry Godol- 
phin.” 
„Marry him, forsooth, 
the old Blue Beard. You 
will have a better fate in 
store.” 

“Anything would bo 7 
a better fate than to be joined to him. hat 

“ Ay, ha! so you are shocked to see your parent,” said 
voice, as the Baron Longchamp stood before the culprits. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


Lord Godolphin, 


Ha! what is that?” 
a harsh 
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FOREWARNED (IS FOUR-ARMED. 


*, Misa Sloper will be delighted ta receive 
photographs from those of her friends lune 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIBNDS. 


£ No. 428.— Miss ANNIE GREGORY, 


“ Her peerless beauty haunts me still.” 
—The Dook Snook. 
“ Waking or dreaming, my thoughts are of thee.” 
Lord Bob. 
“What man could steel his heart against such 
charms?” —The Ion. Billy. 


PFF K ⅛ ͤ² G Ee SM rr 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLI DAV. 


SWEET ARE THE USES OF ADVERTISEMENT. 
Umbrella Shark (reading testimonial gummed in 
shop window). I have had one of your umbrellas 
for seven years, and it still gives me perfect satis- 
taction.— Signed, Verdaut Gullson.” Oho! I had no 
idea young Gullson had got a nice umbrella. Mustn't 
forget to call and burrew it next time it rains. 


A DELIGHTFUL DISCOVERY. 


(1) Well, ope taken Ear 5 1 while, but it’s 


(2) “Great Scott i the key’s in my other trousers, at 
the bottom of the trunk.” 


„I've givena testimonial to Bun- 
kum's Soap, love, and they've sent 
me enough to last a lifetime. I 
must write some more. Nothin 
like them for getting househol 
necessitieson the cheap. Art ract 
from Mrs. Cadgington's letter. 


HE SHUT EM UP. 


x 


> sicerice!! 


* 


N 


— 


And no one even coughed the rest of the day. 
THE GREAT PANJANDRUM HIMSELF. 


— 


A. SLOPER thinks it only rignt to say that the liquid in the bottle is Gin. 
J ĩͤ ber eed a] led le 


. 


ANOTHER PAINFUL DISCUSSION. 


1) It's nae use being a Saint,” said the Elder, wi’ 
uae in his een, “if ye canna’ be a meesionary. Aw'll 


hammer the Laird this day for his wickedness.” 


(2) At this juncture the Kirk Session rushed in an the 
Laird shrieked, “ We've come tae thump ve intae the paths o 


righteousness, ye goggle-eyed backslider.” 


(Saturday, February 1, 1896. 


THE LATEST IN TRILBY 
SKATES. 
Price, one guinea a pair. 


) But when Mr. McSnatcher came up wi' the coffin the next morn, he heard 
gigyles o inward laughter, and keekin in saw that the licht o reason shone not 
in the Elder's een. Knocked silly! knocked silly ! aud again the hysterical laugh. 
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MTL Eef. be Race 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. : 


Ah, ha! my weekly audience, what cheer? In what terms shall I greet you this week! How takes, And Prempeh merk submission makes :—Behind the times! It's almost clear We sha'n't hare 
am I to express my sense of gratitude for your kind and continued patronage? What's that much of it this year:—A brilliant function one may call The recent Melton Mowbray Ball :—The - 
someone says, “ Cut the cackle, and come to the show.” Good advice, indeed, which | will adopt Bumbles thou it trash, I ace, Though Longfellow's it proved to be :—The sole survivor of his 
without further loss of time:—A Christian and a soldier, too, Grand t of British manhood day, In poor Sam Cliffe has passed away.—That's the extent of my resources this weck, ladies and we 
true :—An ignominious retreat Did scandal-raising Aliutt beat :—The British force Coomassie gentlemen, Hope you're all satisfied. Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 4 


PHYSICAL IMPOSSIBILITIES. 


dere 
24 


Cook (opplying Sor situation), And, marm, as 


eee =r is an artist, may I arsk if he is figure A FANCY DRESS SAWI. 
Lady. — dut er (Not at Covent Garden.) 


; 7 Ah! then I must ee el ding in 
or figure painting; more u ilingtar; 
Battle Pic ures, mit f cot 


Cor Ee er dei Si 
—_= CREDIT 
Boot anon 


Yun Cease re ov ure 


Gentleman on the Right. For two pins I'd knock yer head off ! 
Gentleman on the Left. Oh! would you, indecd? I'm a jolly good mind to give 
you such a kicking that your mother wouldn't know you. 


WE th 


A WAYSIDE PHANTOM. 


y v 0 ff merchant 
“Hullo, Jim! you've got rather a low neck on Cobbler. Hulloa, my old sweetstu 5 
ver. Are you reat 5 for a dance?” “ Rather. there's no Hed between us, * = — tee 
International Ball opens next week, and I'm asked 8 5 of one trade. You are a cachou 8 
10 join it.“ (1) What it really was. (2) As it appeared to young Funker. _ gash-shoe-maker too, see? i 
1 


7 ICR 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


Ir is a genuine pleasure to be able to record so triumphant a 
success as that scored by Zhe Prisoner of Zenda at the St. James's. 
Such skill and care has 
been bestowed by Mr. 
Edward Rose upon the 
adaptation of Anthony 
Hope's famous 
romance, such truly 
alarming expenditure 
and infinite trouble 
lavished upon the 
mounting of the pro- 
duction, that, if for no 
other reason, its even 
exo failure would 

ve been a matter for 
the Laney regret. 

y Mr. George 
Alexander and all 
concerned with 
him in the pro- 
duction, have come 
triumphantly through 
the ordeal, an he 
Prisoner of Zenda takes 
its place as perhaps the 
most interesting, and 
decidedly the most de- 
lightfully novel, play that has been scen for many, many years, 


would have been a positive hair curler. 


2 
Mr. MICHAEL SANTLEY, son of the celebrated Mr. Charles 
Santley, makes a welcome appearance at the Empire Theatre asa 
1 t and instrumentalist, 23 as a “Street Singer.“ 
Faust has been taken off. A new let on a French subject 
is almost ready for production. 


s 

THE inhabitants of Merrie lelington are to be congratulated 
upon having, almost at their own doors, so excellent a show as 
that provided by the World’s Fair at the Agricultural Hall. The 
number of attractions is simply wonderful, and include the perform- 
ance of the marvellous and ever-green Blondin, whose retirement, 
we believe, may be looked for at no distant date. 

s 


s 
else, the now famous message of the 


Ir it has done nothin 
rliu has unquestionably had the effect 


bouncing young man of 
of stirring up a most 
pronounced anti-Ger- 
man feeling in Eng- 
land. Fanned by the 
iingo verses of the 
patriotic . 
and the topical gags of 
every other low come- 
dian, the public feel - 
ing of resentment 
against the Father- 
land and its sons ix 
burning quite fiercely. 
“A German! then 
"eave ‘arf a brick at 
him,” is the state of 
things in some quar- 
2 though it is 
d e rough on 
the imm t Teutons 
2 2 58 account- 
able for the vagaries 
of their hare-brained 
Emperor. 
outraged 
of the British Lion are 
soon soothed, and the 
German _ bandsmen, 8 

clerks, and the waiters will be taken to his breast once more. 

ss 


s 
HAVE you seen the latest show at Olympia yet—the big sporting 
and military spectacle of which 9 is talking? If not, 
listen, we pray ro to friendly counsel, and Tetake yourself thither 
at the first available opportunity. When Tootsie has told you all 
she can concerning the * pantomimes, she will 1 
; in 


give you her own 3 of the Olympia entertainment; i 
orm 


the meantime, go your, own. 

ANOTHER subject has been placed in a hypnotic thirty ey 5 
trance at the Royal Aquarium, where the Yac Exhibition, by 
the way, is pro a very big attraction. 

ss 

A RECENT number of the Field contains an account of a buck 
rat killed near Norwich the other day, weighing 1 Ib. 7) oz. 
McGooseley says even he has never seen anything like such a 
monster. 


—.— more one hears of the Boer trouble, the more one must 


incline to the opinion that the whole to-do was a Put-up job at the 
instigation of a hand- 
ful of artful dissatisfied 


a 8 It didn't 5 
vu nt come 
of” E ‘oor Dr. Jim and 
his plucky band of 
followers are now the 
sen ts, and after 
them, ALLY'’s sym- 

ies are entirely 
with the Boers. They 
have proved a gallant 
and generous foe, and 
free from meddlesome 


amicably and 
ably in no time. 


s 
THE Lichen-En- 
crusted Edifice has this 
day been pleased to 
confer the Award of 
Merit” upon PERCY 
MILTON, decanse he'sa 
good manager, and a 
clinking comedian, 
: a 1 based 
8 ther,” announced the Cerulean-Eyed, approvingly. 
Bea 3 coves as could write a pantomime, compose a lot of 
the songs, manage the company, produce the show, and play 
neipal comedian, is it? But Percy does it on his end, and 

52 the Anti uated had had quite enough of the interruption, and 
it was certainly not on Ais head that the Azure-Orbed got it 80 


terrifically sultry. 


PPP FEET TIT eee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR von THE WEEK ENDING FEBRUARY ern. 1896, 
— — 


February, 1415.—“ Seven dolphins were this 
8 in the Thameés at London, four of which were taken.” 


rd February, 1890.—A newspaper of this date says: “The 
managers of the 1 ‘inis- Royal Theatre recently uced a farcical 
ce, called Les Moulinard, but they were obliged to alter the 
tle, as an honest vincial magistrate who bore the name pro- 
tested against its ny rele ew fir mr The pla 
accordingly called Les 
to many Parisians. The thin 
recalls the adventure which recently befell a agg agricu 
named Vadevant, who went to see a friend in Paris, and 
waiting in the latter's salon picked up a book Iving on a table. To 
his horror he found that the contents of the volume dealt with the 
adventures—amorous and = a — Vederant. 
When his friend appeared the farmer, rage, m 
to recommend him to a huissier. ber : 


into ridicule!’ 
ing, and said, ‘ Wh: 
He's lucky then!’ was the 
agriculturist.” 


75 
25 


1 
there are remains of about 180,000 cats. They were discovered 1 
an Egyptian fellah employed in husbandry, who fell into a pit 


hich, on further e nat wed to be a large subterranean 
cave completely nlled ee one of which had been 


med 
Egyptian mummies, all being separately laid out in rows. Mr. 
Moore, the . the Liverpool Museum, fixed the date of 
A correspondent 

ians was the 


cat; hence when a cat died it was buried with al Nr 
as 


and in the autumn of 1889 a lucky K as stated above, foun 
this ancient burial ground at Beni Hassan, about 100 miles from 
Cairo. Labourers were soon at w. and dug out hundreds of 
thousands. Some were quickly sold to local farmers, and other 
lots found their way to an Alexandrian merchant, thence by the 
steamer Pharos and Thebes to Liverpool, where they were knocked 
down at £3 135. 9d. per ton, for manure, to a local fertiliser mer- 
chant. The auction was only known to the ‘trade,’ but even the 
‘bone’ buyers looked nervously at the large sample so The 
broker knocked the lot down with one of the cats’ for a 
hammer.” 

5th February, 1822.—Sir Robert Peel, after whom police- 
men were called Bobbies and “ Peelers” was born this day. 

6th February, 1838.—Sir Henry Irving was born this day. 


7th February, 1868.—William Batty, equestrian manager 
and proprietor of “ Astley's” died this day, aged W. 
5 8 18'70.—George Tanner, a clever pantaloon, 
—— eee 


THE ee . 
“ Your style,” 
“ Denes the hig \ — 
And yet your 8 will ne’er succeed ; 
You wholly lack imagination! 


To ANGLING. Me Author took ; 
‘And now, behold ! in all creation, 
No novelist can fictions cook 
With half so much imagination ! 


— — 


IN THE CAUSE OF CHARITY. 

THE maidens and matrons and the sweethearts and wives of all 
Little Cressingtonwold had been working for it since the week 
before Christmas—our Grand Fancy Fete and Bazaar to provide 
the funds for a set of new organ-stops was bound to be a gigantic 
success, The Misses Erniebott were going to keep a stall and sell 
Pop's Ale at half-a-crown a tea-cup, and the lovely Bendisimkitt 
girls were going to fill the fellows full of indigestion and popcorn 
at a shilling a 1145 The only thing at which our vicar elevated his 
8 a little was the Church ery, which that fast, forward 
thing, Hilda 5 had arranged. Some said she only did 
it as an excuse for fing on the bachelors for days before the 
thing started, r the young fellows to buy tickets. 
Fancy this, with young Walter Wic — 4 instance. 

“The first prize,” said she, “is a lovely 
bowl unscrews and the stem forms a pneumatic bicycl 


1 Take three half-crown chances? 
a The fact is, Miss Hilda,” said Walter W., I don't smoke—hate 
very & 


of tobacco—I haven't ab and couldn't 
ride one if I had it, never use ink, writ! 3 neil or per 
r ky wyieg oe bask ana. Eel 
out my le a m t 
e e e en . v. 

8 ou wouldn’ n 8 2 the hi 
resourceful girl, “the raffle is all 4 ree Lapa already 3 
to present the lpe to the curate!” 
ohipa auc wall Uney de map teneies tia bold taees ohenieed kine 

„ and—we ey do sa: 
a ila into the basgnin | % 7 pa 


A TRULY APPALLING DISASTER. 


“Goodness gracious ! what is it? War declared with Germany? 
Americans banding troops? No, worse—much worse than that! 
The local football team have lost their cup tie l! 


(Saturday, February 1, 1898. 
MORE ADVANCEMENT. 


THEATRE ROYAL, 
MONKEY ISLAND. 


Baleony Scene from 
“Romeo and Juliet.“ 


Romeo: 
Mr. Daubs Jobbinson. 


Julirt: 
Mrs. Hat-trickjumble. 


— — 


A TRIFLE AWKWARD FOR WEN DOLINE. 

Maud. What is the matter, dear? You do look worried. 

Gwendoline, So 1 am, dear; 1 don't know what to do. I’ve just 
had a letter from Harold asking me how I am getting on with my 
latest achievement, and I can't for the life of me remember whit 
I was learning when I wrote to him last. It was either golf, 


bicycling, or billiards, but I can’t recollect which. 


— — 


WHY SHE RODE. 


She. The reason I bike is because I think one keeps one’s youthful 
beauty so much longer if one indulges in healthy exercise. 


— — 


THE USUAL DISAGREEMENT. 


two sur; 

adinitted, frowned. He didn't feel altogether in the mood to 

= his tongue out, hold his breathing while they felt his pulse, or 
are his breast to the whatdyecallitscope just then, so he cl 

his peepers and kidded that was enjoying forty winks, Poor 


chap! 

Highly interesting case, brother,” said Doctor 
ai 2 755 ie as he rolled up his gloves into » 

e e nt. 

It is, it is, assented Surgeon Soocher, cheerfully ; “one almost 
wishes that the poor bounder had a bit of a chance.” 

“ You agree with me, then, that he hasn't!“ 

Not a ghost of one! You sec, even if we remove the occipitibia 
and reduce the lungticktetitis, there'll still be the danger of ossiti- 
cation of the bangwhang, to say nothing of the corroding of the 
small sodorific glands, which in itself would settle a horse. Aso 
“epee “3 _ we can't 1 — ohm of good.” 

at's understood; t 
for telling his relations that eie ee, 
© t do you think! h. timent ! 
forceys and that saw.” 8 nel, 
And the butchery started. 


ete ee 


a BITING. 
The Artistic One. Come here, old man, and look at this little 
landscape. Don't you think that is a perfectly charming picture’ 
The Practical One. Humph! not bad. You it's pretty; but 
what u pity it is that talent such as that should not have been 


turned to some useful object. 


oe-Sisse to 
Ul and sur- 


TECC CCT 


urday, February 1, 1898. 


TOY-DOGS’ TOILET. 
hionable folk now send their dogs Ly tant gg hairdresser, who runs 
‘a special them. 2 ; 
— wants his hair 
eut 
In the latest style; 
Let it be a spare cut, 
I will wait the while. 


eee wants shav- 

n 

and’ his whiskers 
t f 

A perruquier he's era vi 
ne whose pruise 
hymned ! 


Mr. Pet-dog Barber, 
We your chair now 


Are you ready, 
Firm and steady: 
Shave and hair. cut, 
please! 
77 the L pte rather 
ven, of course, to prate, 
Will turn on the lather, 
And shave the Pup in State, 
Anon, still energetic, 
Bay-rum he'll propel ; 
And with sweet comet 
Will deck the canine swell, 
— — — 


HE TUMBLED. 


his whole composition. It was the one dark cloud 
ure of their happiness—the canker worm of discontent 


8 
was 
owly eating its way into the apple of their bliss. 

The short winter's 


was fast drawing to a Gace: 
hey sat together in the gathering gloom, the . eee firelight 
er aud snon illuminating the 12 shadows in the pretty 
wing-room appertaining to Ethel’s paternal roof. Sat 
gether, did we say? well, yes, they occupied the same compart- 
nent, certainly, but Edith Ethel reclined languidly upou the 
ichly appointed couch, and James Alfred decorated a chair at a 
isgracefully unlover like distance. 
Poor fellow! she had chaffed him unmercifully this afternoon 
n his diffidence, and, yes, it seemed just possible that he was 
last awakening to a faint sense of his shortcomin 
I'm afraid you must think me an awful bear, Edith,” he said, 
espoudently, “but you know I'm not one of your dandy London 
ellows, all smirks and compliments.” 
The fair girl blushed, oh, so delightfully. “A bear!” she cried, 
oh, no, James, I could never, never think you that.” 
“No?” he said, 1 
“No,” she said, and the long lashes drooped bashfully over the 
ovelit orbs. “i—l—er—I1 always understood that bears —er— 
hugged people, you know.” 
Shy as he was he couldn't fail to take this hint, and as the back- 
swain strained her to him in his first really lover like emb 
e came to the conclusion that for the last month or two he 
na deal more of a goose, 
ances 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 

( Continued.) 
INO. 7.—SOCKS AND BRACES, BELONGING TO JABEZ BALFOUR, 
PRESENTED TO A. SLOPER JUST BEFORE THE LIBERATOR 
CRASH ; ALSO HIS FALSE TEETH. 


WUT ANI, 


MMU 


of these 
Ba 


t, my good fellow,” said 
equire them as a necessity. “ Not so,” replied 
en't a leg to stand on! Oh! would I could hand 

20 5 I can,” and out came his artificials. Here, take 
get Sarti to melt em down for you. Farewell.” And he 
was gone, and this was the first inkling A, SLOPER had that some- 
thing was wrong.—( Zo be continued) 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
rut EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


9 Warwick Court, Hol aonx, W. C., 
= Mee ; January let, 1896. 
EAR Mr. SLOPER,—I was very pleased to read a paragraph i 
a recent issue of the “H.-H.” referring to the new 17 ty 
House, Hammersmith, for which I was the architect, and giving 


credit to me for the design and decoration of the building ; but a 
clerical error occurred in the epelling of my name, which is not 
“ Hatcham,” but ‘ours very truly, 


FRANK MATCHAM. 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued.) 
I EXPLAIN. 


us,” said my Aunt, sternly, as the parlour 
er; now, Septimus, perhaps 

good enough to ex; this ex nary scene? 
“ Er—er—what scene, Aunt!" | stammered, vainly striving for 


time 8 175 — some ble exp — E 

sna) un scene, 
indeed ! ie the man renily the fool he looks, et 
merely the knave that I'm beginning to believe him?” 


bes ah cone ith it. I 

. “Come, us,” she said, w 
of all this mystery.” 

unt Keziah T“ I asked, meekly. 
“what is it? Well, I want to 
how it is that I find you and Blanche 
quarrelling and boxing each other's ears when you ought to be 
h her in your arms and kissing her?” 


I 
wish to goodness I was,” I re J 
“Then why on earth avert you proposed to her?” asked my 
oar . “ Haven't I repeatedly urged you to do so for 
weeks 


„ have proposed,” I remonstrated. I did it just now; can't 
you see 2 ‘specially for it?“ ‘ 


a Ag 

388 dear Diary, that I felt hurt. After all the thoughtful 
care I had a upon my toilette, to be told this was most dis- 
heartening. I never expected it from Aunt Keziah—never ; but 
her annoyance probably caused her to speak thus harshly, She 
could never, never have meant it bee psf 

“It is apparently useless, ” said my Aunt after a pause; 
“it is apparently useless to try and invite your contidence, but I 
will give you one more chance. Once for all, now why have you 
h Blanche? Who is this Mr.—er—Wilkins—Wilkin- 


quarrelled wit! 
son she talks of being en oo, ane what is the meaning of her 
allusion to the Empire? I want the 3 meee and remember 
now that your future 8 upon your hiding nothing.” 

Dear „hat 1 do? Blanc scorned, deceived 
and betrayed me. Why should 1 keep her secreta? A mental 


picture of the Jim-Jam Islanders acquiring moral elevation on in 
Aunt's fortune rose me; — then and there I decided 2 


make a clean breast of it, and throw myself upon her 


mercy. 

It was an awful ordeal, but 1 went through with it. 1 told her 
Blanche had tempted me to take her to the Empire; how we had 
met Mr. Wilkinson ; of our subsequent arrangement to go to the 
Pavilion; and how Blanche, 8 gone 
there alone with my once trusted friend; how I had let her in on 
her return, been bribed to silence bya kiss. All this I told 
with shamed face and downcast eyes, and Aunt Keziah listened in 


grim and gloomy silence. 

Not until I had finished and was commencing a plea for for- 
giveness did she stir so much as a muscle. Then, rising from her 
2 she rang the bell, which was speedily answered by 

cen. 
Ask Miss Fairleigh to be good enough to spare me a few mo- 
ments,” said my Aunt. 

The woman stared. “Miss Fairleigh, ma'am?” she said; why 
she went away in a cab half-an-hour ago.” 


(To be concluded next week.) 
— —— 


THE EYES OF HER! 


O THE eyes of her! whose glances, penetrating me, 
ade my heart to masy, r memories melt— 
Mystic memories of a bliss, which, permeating me, 
In the dawning of eternities, I felt. 
O the eyes of her! how witchingly they haunted me, 
In the morning of our meeting-time, and after, 
With their muchness of im usness that daunted me, 
And t frequency of piquancy of laughter ! 


O the eyes of her! what mute reproach they flung to me, 
When the bride, of three short months and three times three, 
Was aware that from the faults which clave and clung to me, 
All her precious love had failed to hold me free. 
O the eyes of her ! how horribly they haunted me 
With the story which er fore me of the sorrow 
Of the breaking of a heart never taunted me, 
And the moping of no hoping for the morrow ! 


O the of her, how lovingly th pa on me, 
Ere the death-glaze stole their — t-light divine; 
5 unknown to her, a burning hell they blazed on me, 
Which through all God's long eternities is mine. 
O the eyes of her ! the eyes of her are haunting me! 
O the love-look in those dead eyes with my madness 
Of forever fruitless penitence is flaunting me, 
And my peacelessness of ceaselessness of sadness ! 


— — 


HIS ONLY CHANCE. 


„Tu is insomnia is killing me, doctor,” complained the sufferer ; 
“T have done everything, and taken all your medicines, but it's no 
good, sleep I cannot.” Dear, dear; you don't say so,” said the 
man of physic. “ Well, there's only one thing to be done in that 
case; its a desperate remedy, but it can't be helped.” And 
what's that,” eagerly inquired the patient. Lou must take a job 
as night watchman,” was the reply. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
Wur is 8 like a hot football game?—Because it makes team 


steam. 
Quick, sir! The difference between the primrose and Leap 
Year? One comes forth every year, the other comes every ſuurt 


ear. 
5 THE original Weather Four- cast: Old olus hurling forth 
his W winds, 

WHEN Sir Henry Irving has been lost to the world 100 years, he 
will undoubtedly be canonized. The people then living will have 
a SAINnT-HENERY, you know. 

“UNHAND me, wretch!” said the clock to the repairer, who 
wanted to get at its works. And the mechanic un-handed it at 
once, 


39 
NOOKS IN THE HOUSES OF FAMOUS MEN. 


(Te be Continued.) 


No. 6.—7, BOODLE MAxsioxs, BLoomsBury, W. C., THE 
RESIDENCE OF THE Hon. BILLY. 


BoopLe Mansions is the name of a black-brick building in 
Bloomsbury, which was originally a private dwelling-house, ext 


a Temperance Hotel, after that a Registry Office for Servants 
2 French Laundry, and finally “Boodle Mansions” ante, then 

It is on the fourth floor of this undesirable residence, counting 
from the greeny patch of black where the housekeeper's bell used 
to be, and not reckoning the basement where the smells come from, 
that we find, after a considerable amount of groping, the door 
leading to the couple of rooms 

one small and the other smaller, 

ike the apartments of a middle. 
class rabbit-hutch), rented by 
the ies: 3 lac 

wing tothe place never having 

been intended 9 the housing of 
some twenty tenants, and its pre- 
sent plurality of residential accom. 
modation having been etfected by 
the erection of partitions every- 
where and doors any where, Boodle 
Mansions is perhaps about the 
nookiest building ever designed 
by mortal hand, or ever seeming 
to have grown up by erroneo:s 
instalments, But what charm 
there always is in architectural 
irregularity! Take, for exampl 
the narrow strip of darkened 
the two doors of the Hon. Billy's 


space bounded on one side 45 
apartments, and on the other by the outer partition with its tiny 

street-door”—if that term can be applied to a door so far 
removed from the street as the Hon. Billy's, This little passage 
of pitch-darkness is full of fascinating uncertainty from 


The Cosy Corner. 
end to end. Here, you can 1 7 yourself against a corner- 


bracket ; there, you can bark your shin, from knee to instep, wita 
the coal-box or — and in each case, mind you, you can 
do it without knowing any thing at all about it until it is all over. 

Wenow (ifour injuries have 
not proved fatal) into the Hon. 
Billy's salle à manger. It is a 
quaint little apartment this, re- 
minding one (as to a matter of 
spaciousness) of one of the 
ape 1 * 5 — | He Chan- 
cery Lane Safe Deposit Company. 
A notable nook in this “room of 
eating” is a diminutive table by 
the fireplace, whereon are dis- 
payed a cabinet portrait of Mrs. 

loper and a of penny buns. 
The Hon. Billy is very much at- 
tached to Mrs. Sloper and buns— 
a latter, the fossi- 
ized crumbs and dead currants of 
which may be seen at every turn. 
Even the little bey le by 
the window, where the bills go to 
and the letters of appeal for more 
time come from, is decorated with 
the mutilated remains of buns. 
These are the Hon. Billy’s crumbs 1 
of comfort in the hours of his distress, or distress-warrants ; 
they are to him so much currant cash, and they stifle the sobs 
that rise in his throat at the sight of another summons with 
a epecial supplement,—this 8.8. being represented by a facsimile 
of the original summons (very rare) served upon the Hon. Billy 
in respect of his last suit of dress clothes. 

Another interesting nook is the Hon. Billy's cosy-corner, com- 
peed of an egg-box and a clothes- 
orse, richly upholstered with the 
bedroom curtains belonging to the 
man in the next suite, and inad- 
vertently delivered at No.7 by the 
washing-man while under the in- 
fluence of an intoxicating medi- 
cine known in the pharmaceutical 
profession as “ gin ‘ot.” 

It speaks well for the peaceful 
# inclinations of the Hon. Billy to 
say, that, rather than apprise the 
washing-man of his mistake, or 
cause trouble between that carrier 
of cleanliness and the gentleman 
at No.8 by splitting to the latter, 
he quietly and uncomplainingly 
suck to them, and utilized them 
in the manner we have described. 

The Hon. Billy's bedroom has 
its spots of interest also, not the 
least important of which is the 
nook represented by the chair by the bedside, where the high-born 
tenant of No. 7 keeps the latest French novel and more buns. 

A few feet from the wash-hand stand, is the Hon. Billy's hip-bath, 
chiefly remarkable for the scientific speculation it excites in the 
stranger's breast as to how on earth the Hon. Billy can force 
himeelf into it. Billy once informed SLOPER that having his 
hip-bath in the morning was as much like sitting in the cat's saucer 
of milk as anything else. THE BROKEr's MAN. 


Buns and Literature. 


Billy’s Hip-bath, 


—s 


40 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
iB ros. PORTRAIT GALLERY. tie si opER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


No. 7.—MasTER BOULANGER SHAKEBACON SLOPER. 


When the names of 
dual ovarian ale 

0 qui ver 
were decided on, A. 
SLOPER declared that 
he should live up to 
them vd carving a 
name for himself, 
either with the sword 
of warfare or the 
combat ditto of the 
N At * early 
age of one his parent 
tried to obtain acom- 
mission for him in 


SUGGESTIVE. 

“And did his wife blow him 
up?” “That I can't say. But I 
do know that the next door h- 
bours sent in asking her kindly 
Nor to beat carpets at 3 A. 1.1 


summon 

overloading the 
infant. Very well,” 
said A. SLOPER, “ the 
E Let 
a — his — 

as Hamlet!—Oph 
Ginetta Margarine.” 
But a real skull being 
provided for the 
young actor at the 
4 dress rehearsal (ap- 
that our reade propriately held in 

N Z 24 the scullery of Mil- 

1 g dew Court), the poor % 
— was ay 3 0 
such a stage at 
sight of it, that Mrs. 
Sloper promptly put 


th 
1 subj 
an apprec 


ne we have 


said A. SLOPER, 
“nothing remains 
but the Halls.” And 


A HIGH OLD TIME. 
A Heeland fling upon her heel 
and toe. 


1 

sister, as the Bedouin 
Baby Bounder of the 
Bosphorus. At 
length, being in 
wal by the B. P. C. 
A., the Eminent made 
alioncomiqueof him, 
but finding lion com- 
iques a bit off, he be- 
came the Champion 


the boy in time of 
war to steal into the 


GIRLS SNOOK'’S HAD ROWS WITH. enemy's camp, pinch eee ; 22 
Doo its weapons, and bear them off in his inside, when the B. l'. C. A. again interfered. Boulanger . 5 1 
Pooh sn bag reg he gh ed n Bhakebacon is now resting, and may ky seen daily pd hadi! Corner, 1 by his . eee threo 
the game, there was a dust up and no mistake. 5 3 or eee disposes of the drinks offered to the ch yy sympathetic "Referee. Peculiar that 1 should 


think you i U tle- 
aan 1 at 8 
been mistaken, 


WHAT PRICE DARWIN p 


5 : — — 
Daisy. I'm gun 1 TWIX T “PLAIN” AND “SPOTTED.” 
ud’ „ By Jove! are you, though? I'll come and How happy could I be with either ! 
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